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a yellow, smoke-stained finger at Gregor, he added : ** He's
changed his mind about going.  And so have I/*
" You don't say ! " Prokhor groaned, almost dropping a
flask in his amazement.
" What's all this ? What have you got into your head
now ? " Yermakov asked, frowning and staring fixedly at
Gregor.
" We've decided not to go."
" Why ? "
" Because there isn't any room for us."
" If there isn't to-day, there wHi be to-morrow/'
Bogatiriev said confidently.
" Have you been to the quay ? "
" Well, what about it ? "
" Have you seen what's happening there ? ft
" Well, yes "
" ' Well, well' ! If you've seen, what is there to explain ?
They would only take me and Ryabchikov, and then a
volunteer told us we were to fall in with the Kargin battery,
otherwise it wouldn't be possible."
" It hasn't embarked yet, has it... the battery, I mean ? "
Bogatiriev asked swiftly. Learning that the men of the
battery were standing in line awaiting embarkation, he at
once made ready to go. He packed his linen, spare trousers
and a tunic in his kitbag, added some bread, and said
good-bye.
" Stay with us, Piotra! " Yermakov advised him. " There's
no point in breaking up the party."
Without answering, Bogatiriev held out his hand, bowed
once more at the door, and said : " Keep well! If it's God's
will we shall meet again/' Then he ran out.
After his departure there was a long, unpleasant silence
in the room. Yermakov went into the kitchen to see the
mistress, brought back four glasses, silently poured spirit
into them, set a great copper teapot filled with cold water
on the table, cut up bacon-fat and, still not saying a word,
sat down at the table, rested his head on his elbows, gazed
numbly at his feet for several minutes, drank some water
straight from the teapot spout, and asked hoarsely: ^
" Why does the water always stink of paraffin in the
Kuban ? "
Nobody answered.  Ryabchikov wiped the steamy blade